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GREAT LOVE AND |

I ; mm‘l' linn:l'ozihmr
LAY tH
=Anmall, brnm wod,” 1 sald, with golden wing,

rth Vo ta to adore and slng;
Rllr .ﬁ'faff!nﬂw whioh has its pries to

bring;'
<y 1did nnt know,

1 lnughed at Love!
"*The marriest jest of all."
Laald: “a gay, light, bounding bail,
Which gnthers wit at both ita rise and fall,
And pever ties our grasp hayond rooall;"
1 did not know,

“Your Love,'" 1 said,
“Through the long summer days
I fio and lnugh and listen to his lays;
Court Fool is he," sad L “Crowh him with

bays
And laurel for the folly of his ways'';
1414 not know,

“Court Fool.” 1 cried.
“We'll harter all for you:
You are a toy to movk AL ever new,
A jest when false, & bettor jost when truel
Laughter will always ring at thought of you,
1did not kuow.

1iooked on Lovels
Ah me! | moocked no mars
Within his hand a Aaming sword he bore:
Hin e;m wore great and sad, and prone be-

ore
Him n the dust I lav, lamonting sore. :
““tirceat Love,” | or ed, "Master forevermore!
1know, | know."

“Muster,” 1 oreod
And trnm\-l'n] touchoed his foot
fAis cyes wore great and sad and bittor-
sweetl),
Beneath his gaze my heart, all laboring,

et 1
To ift my glance T knew | was not meat.
I haew, 1 know,

Hin fnce was pale,
And most mafestic fair;
There wie no lightsome jovnnoe in h 8 ale:
A throbbing wound bled in his hosom bare;
A thorned crown was on b 8 shining hair—
Bodid [ know,

“Groat Love!" 1 oried.
“Great Woe am 1" said ho:
“Oreat pain and tears of blood atied bitterly,

Tears of henrt's blood, salt as the great dark | had

fool bolls at ma?

RO —
And dost thou jest and r b
now,

Thou dida't not

“Forgive,” 1 brllflll.i.
“No wings are mine,” ho said ;
My biced ng fest pass on with weary tread
Whithersosver I am sadly led;
The poet sinxs, hut when bis heart has bled —
Dost thou not know?

“Laughod thou at Love?
The dav will come for tears,
For pang« and aohing longines, heavy fonrs,
For memories laying wnste all coming ronrs—
d hopes, each one a living fame that
son

'l:hl'a wilt thou know!

Then I who mooked
Cried: “Having soen thy face,
1 pray thee, tarry fOr A momoent’s Apaon,
1 pray thee, crant to me one piteous grace”
(Lo stay his foot | hold them in embraco),
“I know, I kaow !

“l mock no more,

Groat Love, but bear my ory:
fiive me the pang, the woe, the bittor sigh,
Hear me, fn pity, hear mo, lost T dle.

Lat me bear uil, 8o Love pass me not by,
Since Lovel know!"
—Frances Hodgson Burnett, in Century,
——ell D | W —

THE WIDOW BOWEN.

£ho Preferred “Clumsy Old Susan”
to the Senator.

Boveral of the peoplo of ensy fortune in
the village have movod hore from & dis-
tance. A fewof the old famMdies retain
the patrimony and the consequence trans-
mitted by their fathers, but some of the
descendants of the best peopls, so called,
of a former generation are now poor. A
faw of them, though living on the merast
pittance, try to maintain & show of gon-
tility. They bave preserved some of the
remwnants of past grandour, and they try
to live up to their old china, sntiqus clocks
and colonial chairs and tablos. Thers are
tiners who, by the chnnoes and changes of
life, have lost even this olaim to considera-
tion, and laboras best they may for their
daily bread,

On Railroad streot stands a row of small
tonnments that, e a number of break fast
rolls in n pan, seem to have run together
and combined their shabby ugliness without
aim, for thers is land euuqu and to kpare
for detachod dwelllngs with yards and gar-
dens, Most of theso housos are oveupied by
laborers’ families, but at the north end of
the row live the Widow Howen and her
daughter Susan. You will know the place,
biscause it is free from old bats stuek into
biroken window 1!:- nes, and the serap of

ard in front is kept noatly swepl. “The

dow Bowen, she that wax Jane Hin-
man." It is thus the neighbors always
speak of her. In old times Hinmans
were of the village elect, and held their
heads as high as anybody. Jane was a
bandsome girl and bad many good offers,
but she choss In the end to marey Bowen,
who was of no particulsr acoount, and
finally faded out of life leavin
r, with one lttle girl. Bhe hnd buried
our children on the bill, and had known
troublous timen all through bher muarried
life, and struggle and purm‘y and hard
work bnd attended the widow's steps ever
since, The fortuncs of the Hinmans hsd
run to seedl.  They had died out or loft the
rhl.n.m. and a generation aross whioke knaw
om not. Only the Widow Bowen and her
daughter Susan remained in that poor
ooruer tenvment, where they toiled &om
morning il u:gllr. ut sewing machine
work, finishing off coats and trousers st so
much the dogen for a rudr-mnds-clothlng
bouse In a nelghboaring town

Euge parcels came for them by the train
and were left in the care of the baggage
taster and carried to the widow's dsoor.lfy
Bambo Brown.

hin wile

Year in and yoar out the
wothor and daughtor labored at this work,
M. Bowen dalng the lighter rtions,
while Susan, who was vigorous, bors ths
brunt of toil. They often worked fourtssn
%uurs a day, beginuiug in summer at fye
o'vlock, The hum of thoir machine was
hoard by the Irish laborers as, dinner pail
in band; they trud past the window at
six. Sumctimes a female neighbor, with &
gentle horse she could drive Lerself, came
and took Mrs. Bowen for au hour's siring
in ber buggy. But these were rare ooos-
sons, The widow cou'd not
an week days, and Bunday driving s not
fashionable In the village. But Bunday
boinﬁ:um mlﬁauun timo thoy had, Busan
and her mother, in fine weather, often
for th th.ﬂl::'d.: s “l-: mtlutr* din
or the en ¥, CArry ner
with them, m&mm n&uudd church
BOW, tal
the willlna-mlulrlm. and the sym-
nn‘iu of a cortain
were alienated. But gy
always remained friendly; and he often
brought thein the latest m
views. which Busan read to ber mother in
ir Bundey I Being a
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ful tittle itles. e would
“burn m truth-telling from
2usan just becsuse she was Susan.
word was as good &% & bond; and she
the kind of manly bmortnlmmh

St Busan, with all her manaish virtues,
Was very womanly. @ was strong to
sustain and she waa tonder to comfort and
help. Her heart was capacious and bal-
anced her excellent head. The position
mothor and daughtor bad been changed.
Busan wsr the oree, as she said,
she felt a ng fondness for her
mother's foibles that made u{:o that poor
woman for » great deal she had suffersd.
They drew together into a united life.
Susan knew she could never have a ro-
mance and her mother's young career was
of the greatest interest to her, They lived
it all over again in their lelsure houn‘ re-
touching the faded colors, that Busan m ght
realize what it Is to be young, te win admir-
ation and to have lovers, she who ha
known uo youth and conld mever enter
personally magio realm, Mrs. Bowen

d certain r ta of her old van-
ﬁ{. although so much had bean beaten out
of ber by a fate. She wasalistle weak
about an g0 many by-gone beauties
are, and she liked to adorn herself with
the vague fessling that some might
still oome to admire her, although in

=

nobody ever did come, at least not for a
long t Nearly all the small sums that
oould be spent on clothes were laid out for

her benefit, Busan mnuuti:i herself with
astyloof costume in which she always
looked the same winter and summer,
spring and fall. But she dressed her
mother's still unfaded hair and put on the
bacoming ribbons and bits of lace much as
s fond mammna adorns her littlo girl. Bhe
admired ber mother more than any ons,

1011: time.
The. widow still possessed a few xmall
trinkets which hal not yot been parted
with to Bny the rentorto furnish neces-
saries. By far the most interesting of
thess, as & memento of her girlhood, was a
gold locket contalning two strands of hair.
one auburn and the other brown, entwined
or, with a curious cipher beneath
them engraved on the gold. The aubumn
lock had’ belonged to Jane Hinman when
she wasa girl of eighteen. The brown lock
never grown on Bowen's hesd. It
dated back to an oarlier romance in Jans
Hinman's life, the tg{:ocln whioh now most
da?ly o d th Basan and her
mothor, the rerlod they most frequentl
tniked over In confidencial moments. In
Mras. Bowen's work-table drawer there was
a packet of yellow lettars, connected with
the locket and braided strands of hair, and
a little story of broken vows and disap-
pointed hopes. Jane Hinman had been
uiu before ahe met Bowen. Thers
bhnd been a misanderstanding, a quarrel
r:rlum. and the ring was given back, and

At was all. Butitwasa t deal to
Susan, indeed, the central point of intarest
in her mother's unfortunate lite. Holdi
tho letters looss in her lap, and with tha
locket open before her, she would try to
realize thoe whols situation.

“"And to think, June," (she called her
mother Jane in her playful or sentimental
moods) “‘to think that Ben Flelding is now
n United States Benator, a great man in
his own Btate, likely to be Governor soon,
and possibly President. Just trtv to im-
agine how it would be with you if you had
married him. Who would” ever ‘suspect
that the possible Mra. Senator Fielding has
been Hnishing off slopahop coats and
trousers all oa¢  years at starvation
prices! O, Jane, that wasa sad day for

ou when you quarreled with the future
{leuuwr. ut where would I have besn
had you married Ben Fislding! I could
never have been born a Benator's danghter,
I presume I should not have coms into ex-
istence at all. And I am wso la and
strong, such n positive character. There is
80 much of me—it is impossible to think
oalmly of the narrow escape | made of not
geotting born.”

Mra, Bowen had no

roat amount of
bumor.

Bhe generally lot Busle's nonsense
£0 by ber like the wind, but it was a very
sorious matter to her that she had just
missed baing Mrs. Benator Fielding. 1t in-
vestod with an amount of romantio inter-
est in bor own eyes which enabled her to
despise the benighted pooElo who knew not
the Hinmans. It helped hor to keep her
young and good-looking, with a certain
elegance of manner that Susan admired
bacause she had never besn able to attain
to manners. Bhe was irrsvocably barred
out from that mysterious and fascinating
rn%lun. Mra. Bowoen would sigh {n answer
to Busan's remark us shie turned a seain or
sowad on a button

*He was vory high-tempered and over
boaring, Busan, and always would get his
own way. He made mountains out of
molehills and took his religion very hard
(ns if it had been some sort of confagious
disnnse).”
Busun, although she socretly hated the
dominsering person her mothor drew, al-

ways took his part. “He had character,
anyway." snipping her thread. “There
was gomething to bhim. If I bed been

thare, Jane, [ suspect I should have bean
on his side. But | guess the Benator has
changed a good deal. I presums now he jy
as worldy ns a Hinman. They say Wash-
ington s a pretty hard place, "

“He never would go wrong, Busan. You
ought mot to suspect such a thing. His
Erinuiplu were just like iron. If hs had

oon a little more ylelding, or | had besn &
litéle less pleasure-loving, things might
bave come out different. Pass me that
spool of black twist, Busan." .
One Baturday night Busan had gons to
call npon Milly on Main street, and on her
return she burst {nto the room and found
heor mother half aslesp, dozing in ber chair
in the soft brown twilight of & midsummer
evaning. Mrs. Bowen rubbed her eyen,
with the dim consciousness that Busan wax
oxcited. “What is the matter!” said she,
drowsily, sitting up straight in her chair.
“Matter! why, mother, ho fs here, vllitin‘
Judge Magnus He came last nlm‘
HBusan uttered the words as if she had n
a Delphic priestess giving forth the oracla,

““He, Busan: whom do you meani"

‘He, of rourss: Benator Ben Fielding.”
“Youdon't say Ben Fiolding has come
back to the village. Well, I dare presums
!;e hdu'lurmr.m me. He must think [ am
oad,'

*You know that is & piece of affectation,
mother. Itis probable hp has made par-
ticular inquiries after Jans Hinman.”
“Jane Hinman is desd. anyhow. He
knows nothing about the Widow Bowen,
and I don't ses that his visit concerns us.
Husan, won't you light the lamp!’

Whils Susan was ighting the lamp and
the darkness still lingered, ﬁn bm“ﬁ t out
bier laat goent piece of news: “Mother, he
in & widowar; has besn one two yoars.'

“I dare presums, Susan, His wife [heard
was a sickly woman. They bad thres chil-
ren.'

“One daad,” put in Busan laconioally, as

ahe turned up the wick, “‘and the other two

grown and doing for themselves."

“I don’t see how it concerns us, Busan. |
faded old woman. But her eyes

quavered with a nowemotion. Busan would

d | don't oare if

and wished to keep her young and pretty a | do

am &
looked singularly bright, snd ber wvolce | b

%o | tions. and like efforts have been mado

have intentions. y are the loast ingen-

ous human race fhe was
thinking of Jane an and it: Widow
Bowsen and the dark ways they l:;. tray-
olad as \ W had
borne the Ial oar; anda of pity
and Tove her away,

to
ingled wi temant of this strange
min, “‘:‘hAMom “ohrn

roman was
aAgain in the afternoon of hor days. Busan
never knew how | sho sat there on
river bank among the ferns. Hhe found it
wing dark whon she took her way homa.
E:r mothor met her at the door with her
prons - tio Bh q-:h um*-;:
emotion, e put ber
or daughter aud like® Ruth and Naomi.
they clung together for a time.

“{J. you can't think what be said, It's
all the same as if T hada't grown old. He
wants me to be his wife, He cames here on
purposs, Busan, to askh me. He says he has
money enough and everything, and he
am ever so poor and don’t
ll:mhr howuw appear,” she went on a little

erently.

Busan bu{lnr mother down In the rocker
oad smoothed her hair. “Yon must quiet
zurull. or will haye one of yoor bad

. But just tell me it you have
promised to be Mre. Benator Fielding."

“How could I promise," she returned, re-

ully, “without talking with you!
rt ldopouthol ou, Susan, and the very
thought of it makes me dizzy."

“] shan't stand in the way, mother; 1
shall never trouble him."

“Susan Bowen, what e:‘yuu meani”

“He can't be expec to marry the
whole family. He has come for his old
5'”“'53"‘ Jo,?o Hlnﬂm. and not for

usan 'wen, clumsy o -

“You want to mlg! me sick,” breaking
Int?lmbl; “ithat is just what you want to

“No, I don't, mother; but I can't decelve

ou. We have always been one. you and

but it can be so no longer. Jane Hinman
was born for another fate. Andnow she ls
coming into her kingdom. But Busan
Bowaen was made to endure hardness, to
live alone and sat the bread of labor. He
would not like my influence over you. He
must r:lla l.lon'l; can see it in the square
vet of his jaw."”

'Thlt'l’jl‘lﬁ it, Bussn ; he ain't changed s
bit. Buch men never do change. I can
foel the iron Ben Fielding under all this
new velvet, He didn’t have his way with
me when he was young and he wants to get
it now he is old. " Ha let it drop that his

d must be my God. and it was so like old
timas It made me shiver.”

“f guesa his God is made in the Yikenens
of the Benator,” sald bittarly, but
this was all she would sa;
mother, who kept insisting that he was
gonerous and kind and wondrous conde-
sosnding to the poor Widow Bowsn, Bhe
risvance that Busan would not

oin in these eunlogiums, but maintained a
in d silence. Her sturdy, strong soul
lal!‘:wmw Imdn'lni;t her l:urt-r.rinp.
such as she had not known in all bor years
of toil and privation. The :‘?Icndld pros-

] rudg the wisit of the great man,
hough it daxzled the widow's eyes, brought
no real joy to that poor house. Befora
goling to {nd Bu.rn t;:ld h:{ moth’anr‘ I::I
would depart early the next morn
tho t-uinpb: take bome the finished bundle
of work and loave the coast clear. The
Benator was to receive his answerthat day.

Bhe did not llﬂﬁt until near morning, and
then it seamod that she had just fallen into
her first uneasy nap when a nervous grasp
wan laid on her shoulder.

“1 can't, 1 can't sobbed poor Mrs,
Bowen, brokenly. “I've madeup my mind
I won't have Ben Fielding if ha is to vepa-
rate us. What do I care forhis money and
his position. and his honors, comparsd
withmy child! And just as like as not he
would supi- me if 1 dida't bow down to
bhim. I won't ses him fn. You must
stay and tell bhim the whole truth. Thore
nover was such a one to speak the truth as

ou are, And I will go to town with the
zuﬂdla of work."

Busan felt that her mother bad risen to
the height of the moral sublime, She took
her in her army and gave her a tremendous
hugging as she laughed and cried. Mra.
Bowen did to town and Susan saw the
Benator, and they had rather a bad half-
bhour. Fielding lost his temper, and aso-
cused Susan of influencing her mother
against him to her great injury. And
Busan lost her temper and maintained her
right to her mother with pertinacity. And
when the Benator went away he congratu-
lated himself on baving escaped such a
dragon of a dsughter-in-law. And Busan
for her part hated the overbearing man
worse than any one she had ever seen.

Many can rise once in s lifstime to a
height of the moral sublime, but few can
maintain themselves long at such s level,
When the two poor women took ur lite
again in that shabby tenement, hlnqn
were changed, Perhaps Mre. Bowen, as is
the way with daﬁondaut. Inpulsive minds,
secretly regrotted at moments all she had
given up for Bosan, while Busan for her
part saw these foslings at work in her
mother and was wretched. But ons day
thers came to Susan Bowen sn official
documsent which announced her appoint-
ment to a 1,200dollar clerkship in the
treasury. Though she hated Fislding, he
had done her this great foocl turn beosuse
that gonerous streak in his nature was
marked.

When Susan and har mother went away
happy and triumphant, Milly declared
that strange old fairy, Truth had left the
vil!nTa, bag snd bagguge.—4. L.,in N. Y,
Evening Pout,
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ROBUST WOMEN.

Why & Larger Number of Them Is to Ba
Found ln Cltles Than In the Country.
Anyone who carefully notices the

women seen upon New York streets

and places of amusement will be struck
by the large number of robust girls
and women of great physical develop-
ment. This is to be attributed, we
think, to more genersl knowledge of
the laws of health, to the Improvement
in the quality and preparation of food
and to samtary conditions, and to in.
creased participation in out-door sports,
But these conditions do not prevail
to the same extent in the country as
in the city, and & warning against un-
due optimism has followed the en-
couraging opinions of the Boston sur-
n. In arecent commencement ad-
ress, General Stewart L. Woodford
has agnin called attention to the un-
favorable features of thelife of farmars’
wives; their isolation, the imposition
of an amount of work which uru their
vitality: their poor food; their lack of
change and recreation, and the ten-
denoy, which naturally follows, to
rooding over various subjeets. The

farm houses, to introduce socisl recrea-

or suggested

n and again, but the
fact remuins that the woman of the

corn.

each man to take
day at five cents each, a low average
you will allow, he would spend each
dasy twenty cents: for his whisky. In
the course of the

whisky.

nine and one-half ons of whis!
result is a ilmmgingl{ large percen- | 117 gell

TEMPERANCE READING,
A GOOD-BYE.
nn, not !ﬂ‘l—?ﬁ‘t drinking to<day,

oees opftorthat ] caflsdn sud yasor

But 1 as far as Bt Patriok’s to-
Bay, what alls old man, that se wildly
Dan't m out what on earth Is a-bringing

Wall.z.’m & sew lifo and new comrades to
And so, Mr. Barman, I'll bid you good-bys.
Lot ::.l'u been hanging around here

| I all the ti it
f‘:’lplg:o: l-.g'l.follo:r nnd hnﬁm—i
3 ml apru d nd }
m:uln'lt L] um(‘: mhmnWﬂlﬁ'n!
A I'm or mabamod of my rublound

noso,
boon think! Ings over & trifle, and I
an ﬁ.l‘r::wto bid nu.g.'noa-br;
lh-nmw grudge, though ut lnst I've de-
fhat our treaty of commorce 8 all on one

hat i :'ln you the best share of all that ©
Garn,

fRATS partsa Witk nappiness MAShoot ak
m{'-':’ far behind In the struggle for
Il.lto:};t’?‘e is o'er me: destruction seems
8o It's best, Mr, Barman, to bid you good-bre.

I know I've gone down on life's slippery

"don't
Bui Ildn think I've lost every chanoe to
0
g'l.nuu:?u?%b. Indder; If ono rung I climb
better than sinking the whole of time}

But rl I must oarefully pasa
Y:u? Ikmu‘:‘::?u:dm m‘ubotﬂo an i‘lﬂ:
B i M BT Ll b
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THE QUESTION OF MARKET.

dow Farmers Have Besn Fooled by the
Fallaclous Argument of Distillers.

Once upon a time I chanced to stand
In & meat market soon after six o'clock
Baturday night. Men from the ma-
chine shops were there getting supplies
for SBunday dinners. I noticed with
surprise how little some of them
bought. One in particular took only
& bit of liver, remarking as he handed
over the few cents asked for it: *This
is all that is left of my week's wages.”
Just then in came Charley, the rotund
saloon-keeper whose saloon s on the
street leading from the machine shops
to the market. He Is = big, pompous
fellow, and walking up to' the counter
with & “I-am-monaroh-of-all-I-survey"
airordered the nicest roast in the shop,
Kulted out a big roll of bank bills,

anded one to the olerk to pay for the
meat and went out. I saw that Jim,
the liver buyer, stood watching him
moodily, nnd that & peculiar look came
over his face as his eye rested on the
bill Charley paid, then glanced from
the nioe, juicy roast whlcﬁ was to be
Charley's dinner to the insigniticant
bundle in his own hand.

As Charley passed out, Jim turned to
his shop-mates und said: “See here;
don't you know we're fools! That bill
Charley paid for that roast is the very
one I paid him for liguor not half an
hour ago. It's gonn to buy his family
a good Sumln{’ inner, while mine can
bave nothin%‘ ut liver. Next week I
sm going to keep away from his infer-
nal saloon and seo if my folks can't have
roast beet for their ﬂvundu dinner."
“Let's all try it," they said, and went
out discussing the question of Sunday
dinners va. whisky.

Cauriosity led me to the same market
&t the same timo the following Batur
day. In came the same puing e; but I
noticed that every one of those shop
men bought  roast of beef, and great
was the chuckling among them when
Charley walked E’l with a long face,
saying: “1 never did sce such Juck as
I've bad this week; never had sucu n

oor week for trade in my life; helieve
ilwou‘timlul e in o roast, but will tuke
some of that liver."

All of which set me to thinking. We
were near neighbors to Peorin with its
mammoth distilleries. My work took
me much amonig the farmers; every
where among them my Tomperance
appeals were met with: *We don't
drink, nor wish to; but if you Tem-
perance folks shut up the distilleries
there'll be no market for our corn.” 1
knew they were wrong, but could see
no way to prove it to them, till the in-
eident in the meat marketlet in a flood
of light npon the question. I begun to
investigate. The first step was, to
writo to the Internal Revenue Commis.
sloner at Peoria, to see how much
whisky was made out of a bushel of
Waiting his answer I asked
Jack, Charley’s son,who was a pupil of
mine and my good friend, how many
drinks there were in agallon of whisky.
“Well,” he said, *“that depends on
how big the drinks are; but néar as I can
calculate they run about tifty to a gal-

lon." The commlssioner replied: *I
have the honor to say that a fair aver-

age production of spirits from a bushel
of corn for the period of one year is
from 16} to 17} quarts,

Then I went tofiguring. Allowing
ut four drinks a

year that mounts up
to over seventy dollars, or just about
as much a8 & whole beef would cost

him, bought ut the market along as he
needed it during the yeer. My

use-
keeping experience eonvinced me that
s medium-sized family would consume
that amount of boef in a year--if they

could get it.

The next thing to f on was the
amount of corn used in meaking the
Four drinks s day give 1,460
a year; taking Jack's ave of fifty
on this calls for twenty-

To make this amount

tage of insanity among the women of , according to commis-
. |rural neighborhoods. Attempts to | sloner's b h%ulhuven bushels
substitute [arming villages for acattered | of corn. This, mind you, on the s
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for to to

buashels nto beot to, maks good Liood
sad brawn and brain for that man and
hin hup:‘l.lym they can support them-

There s m&ntﬂl{hlhn this dis-
tilling business by which farmors are
badly fooled. It Is the competition into
whic llbri:f thelr h‘.'l' oorn-fed
bee! with distillery-fed cattle. The

istiller can fatton cattle literally ulrm
nothing, so far as cost to himself Is
concerned, He gets big monev back
for what he pays you for corn, in the
whisky, while on its leav which
othe would be utterly valueless,
bie fattens beef and and of courss
he can undersell you In the market.
This competition 88 lowers the price of
beef you sell to the butcher that on
the amount you receive for It Tose
more than the profits of all corn

ou can sell to the distiller. And this
ons £0 you is no gain to the consnmer.
The butcher asks his customer juss as
much for the distillory-fad beef as he
does for yours; so whatever money is
made in the trahsaction besides that
mada by the distiller goos into this
middle-man’s pocket, not into yours.

We rise no higher now than the level
k. Thereis s sani-
tary and moral phase to the distillery-
beef question that we advise you
study np in the loathsomo stalls where
distillery-fed cattle are kept  Aside
from all that, have I not made out a
case strong enough to convince you
that the market for your corn will not
31 de;troyed by shutting up the dis-

ery

The distillers have fooled you long
enough by their cry: *“No market for

of your pocket-

corn without distilleries.” They fool
you in regard to the pro on of corn
used in thelr nefarious business. The

number of bushels so used, given in the
aggregate, seems enormous, and, with-
out comparln1 it with the whole
amount raised in the State, youaresure
to think the proportion much greater
than it really Ia But comparing it
with the entire crop, the amount used
by distilleries is but as a drop in the
bucket. By careful computation in I1-
linois it proves to be one peck for each
man in the State. Are you willing to
let the distilleries run and take the risk
of ruin to your neighbors' or your
own boy, which their running entails,
rather than to endanger your chanoce
to tind & market for a peck of corn? If
#0 you would better use that peck in
l;n:ting starch to stiffen your back-
ne.

In lows, before it adopted prohibl
tion, George Woodford’s calculation
showed that the land used to raise corn
for distilleries would not furnish room
to bury the victims of the distillery's
twin brother, the saloon. Do away
with saloons and distilleries, and you
will not need so much ground for
graveyards,.— Union Signal.
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POSITIVE OPINIONS,

Strong Testimony Agsinst Alcohol by
Competont Witnesses.

Men who drink whisky are sure to
go to the wall sooner or later on the
street, I alwnys win when I have
whisky for my competitor.—Henry
Clews, the banker.

The evils of brandy and soda in India
need only to be remembered to prove
how pernicious is the suicidul habit of
indulgence in drinking alcoholic liquors
in hot climatos.— Henry M. Stanly.

To make or sell ardent spirits for
common use is as wicked as to make
and sell poisons for the same purpose,
The blood of murdered souls will be
required at the makers’ and dealers'
hands.—Judge Daqggelt.

I am utterly unable to understand
how itis possible for any man, with
any sense of decency, or any npprecin-
tion of manhood, or any sentiment of
honor, or any one having any lmPes or
aspirations for respectable “social, or
moral standing in the community, or
having any regard for the eouﬂd’;neo
and respect of his fellow men, ean
reconcile himself to the idea of becom-
ing & common vender of intoxicating
liyuors.—Judge John Martin, Kansas,

For the pitiful sum ]s fglmeahhe [the
owner of a groggery rnished the
poison which mnd? bf’-c decenned a fool
and this tmmbllnf culprit a demon!
How paltry a sum for two human liveg!
This ‘trafife is tolerated by law, and
therefore the vendor has committed an
act not reécognized by earthly tribunals;
but in llﬁ:'lt of Him who is unarrinlg in
wisdom, he who deliberately furnishes
the intoxicating draught "which in-
flames men into violence and anger
and bloodshed, is particeps criminis in
the deed.—Judge Johnson, Califernia,
in passing senlence of death upon a
criminal,

During a term of seven years as
prosecu n'L' lawyer in the " Federal
service at New York City, 1 seldom,
during those seven years, k.iew & case
of criminal violation of law Ly violence
and force of nrms that was not either
coneelved or committed or a vated
by the use of intoxioating liguor, I
have been {:’nunl when thechairman of
the board that examines jails and poor-
houses and asylums of New York went
through those places; and I know it is
the simple testimony of thoughtful,
truthful people that liguor, in some
form or other, is responsible for three-
fourths of the pauperism of the State
of New York,—Stewart L. Woodford.

The Sabbath is emphatically *'the
poor man's day.” Itls the best econ-
servator of home, the guardian of the
rmblic morals, and the only guaranty
n this busy day and world of some due
attention to the oultivation of that
spiritusl nature in man, which gives
life and force even to his work amo
material things. But the liquor m&g
and thg Sabbath are in natural

enmity.
i | It is no chanoe sssoclation which hal

to the ory: *Down with the

laws ane?thn liquor laws'' in s0 many
parts of the country. The traffic wants
the day. It wants the Baturday nlﬂ:t
wages. It wants opportu: and the
temptation to drink on the day of rest.
It hua the day in Europe; it covets it in

look 00 marked just t0 go to see hi s is usuall healthful and | The next step was to discover how | Americn. It will have it, uunless the
SEouEs Shey I8 ok say 0. Hed do‘ﬁ ‘ﬁin":ma vitality than the woman of | maoh corn would have been consumed | political power of the trafilc be broken.
'ﬂ.'p:imu“mh:m," ble, | the country. There is & problem here | to make the beet. This was harder to | —Judge Reberé C. Pitman, Massa.
sat at homo all the morning. the sew- | still for our physicisns and stadents of | ascertaln, for farmers do not keep rec- | chusells.
l'lﬂ:“ﬂ“’- dressed ber T | sociology. But it is pleasant to be as- | ords as strictly as the in revenue | The worst effect of sll, snd that
'z'.‘.‘"" rau el e 'm sured by competent experis that the | does. By diligent | and com- | which ought to muke e man, who
mr nné'u‘.m.":?.' lad of the | charge that American women are com- :rl-onul results as given by many|has the sense of privileges
ousework wllah'léthr busy. But the merely of skin and bone and I arrived at the conciusion | tremble, is that thess houses yre become
widow sat silent ber b nerves and brain, is no longer justified. | that fifty bushels of corn was & low es- | in many places the nunum_ of our
m‘w‘“:"‘“ﬂ in oYes. | __ Frank Leslie's Illus Newspaper. | timate for the amount esten from the lators. An artful man wn‘bz
Sasume was Vo give R Sunobey 8 i time the calf commences to est corn | gaining a little sway among the
m».wuuk of poo ?ln —When Bquire Carver, of Whater- | until ita leol.run'auhnlnthu mar- | of & town, mul taverns and dram-
and ber brokea fortunes! But nd | ville, Me., hurriedly drove on the cov- | ket; that ls, more than seven times as | shops, and th ¥ seoure the voles of
time to Think of bher. It was E:‘ .mdhridsnhn-pm.:ﬂ.&b-ﬁouk much corn to wmake s beef than is | taverner and retailer and of all; and
0 Slook when o streages chiced e oo Toa T | ee tv ks the whisky which the multipl of taverns will make
{5 ) found two young men and two young | for the same amount of money. Now | many, who ma induced by fip and
women taking shelter there aleo. As |1 was ready for my farmer friends, for | rum to vote for any man whatever, 1
n0on us they saw tho squire they con- | they knew and I know thas the chances akhwlldhnlm-uum
forred eagerly, and thon one of the |for s man's fllllufnh'hl Dlnl'!d Lagisl
g 'miu l'om !
me with the ques-
mﬂ‘ cloasd
with unsther gue
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WHAT THEY WILL BE
A Recitation for Boys.

RS e,

&l 1 hi‘:::unm““ You \
i fer than -
AR farmer 1 bet

ust s )
All childreu, &
Neoed lota of m’:‘m pﬂ'ﬂ
AL SRR ohen
A toscher I'll bel

v.

And be
Agl.i coes not o
T'll bave & dellvery wawon
An len: ted sign,

storokeeper I'll be!

Vi
Iam rlll' to bn an architect,
And plan 'Julll‘lln‘l. J and small;
Andmu'bellgdﬂ.ﬂ!ﬁr?lbl
The very best of all!
1 mean to plan great churohes,
And Em"nm school-huuses, too,
AH.: 0 knows but 1 may
a house for some of you?
An architeot I'il be!

ViL
Iam golog to be a lawyer,
Anr make lm'lm and long;
And nly toll the jury
hich man s In the wrong,
I'll be mn honest In: T

And do whuqlau oan;
And nt{.he I wiil be & judge
Wheon I'm & gray-hai man |
< Almwyer I'll bo!
ALL,
You nee we have stn
AR Bivwaya what we, dgirtaxs,
bl WwWays w we u
We b"?ﬂl, earry thmuth.'
Wa meun to'set our brains to work,
To ledrn our businoss 1
Anad whit success ench one will have,
The coming years will tell!'

=N, L. Brown, {n Golden Daws,

TOM'S DANGER SIGNAL.

By Which & Threatoned and Terrible Dis-
aster Was Avolded.

A queer little house, perched on a
mountain ledge like an eagle's nest,
that looked as if it. would certainly
blow away the first time a strongwind
oame. That was where Tom lived
with his father. A lonely place tolive,
8 oouple of miles from the neavest
neighbor's; but Tom never thought
any thing about that until he fell and
broke his log in one of his guaning
expeditions. ~ After that it was a very
hard trial to the boyto be shut up
alone nll day. Every morning, s few
hours after his futher had gone AWRY
for the day, a kind neighbor came over
and oared for hia wants, putting eve
thing that he might need {un where
he could get it without gettin, up, but
after that Tom was alone till after
night-fall,

‘'om had very little to help him while
awny the hours that seemed so inter-
minably long. Now and then his fath-
or, who was the enginesr of n train,
brought him some papers, which the

-natured conductor had gathered
up for the sick boy from the seats
where the passengors hiad left them when
they had read them: Then Tom was
lenrning telegraphy, and he could click,
clickawayon his little instrument, and
practice himself in sending supposi-
tious messnges over an im ary
wire. In'the evanh:g when his father
came home, they talked togother on
the little inatrument for the sake of
pructice, and Tom felt sure thit he
would be ready to apply for the position
of telegraph operator at the littlo sta-
tlo?l just below, as soon as he should be
well,

“I'm _afrald we're going to have
rongh weather to-day, my boy," said
Tom's father one morning, as he stood
ia the door and watched .the threaten-
ing clouds, whilp the bacon was cheerily
sizzling in the frying-pan on the stove,
“You won't be
youraelf, wllleiou?‘

“'No, indeed; 1 won't be afraid,"
answered Tom, “*but I do wish my leg
would burry up and ﬁet well. . You

t

‘dl:n'tl, knoml".l " is hers all
my. ther," \
XI Enow it must be, Tom, but try

not to be impatient.  You'll be around
soon now, if you dom't put yourself
back by using your leg too soon.”

Tom looked after his father with s
sigh, as after brenkfuss be strode away,
his heavy footsteps making the dry
t!ivlg'a nnd loaves crackle sa be walked
along,

Another long, lonaly dag* was befors
him, and he was already heartlly tired
of his imprisonment. = All day long the
clouds w darker and the wind
llll’k:kﬁl"zml moaned more dismally
as it swept through the tall pines, and
s the windows shook and rattled now
and then as if & giant hand had siezed
them; Tom En:w a little apprehensive
in spite of his promise not to be afraid.
From the omtﬁ
look down on »
road that. eame around

rve and
swept along the side of the mountain,.

oroased a bri
and then

Just after b:larkhhll tﬁn‘n :lt; l‘:-
ways came ip & sud Tom low
wafnh the brmh‘f l‘l.ucmg'ht as it sped

He had a Nitle set of signals
which his father nnderstood, when
the train reached nuu;lup ir
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/| father would exchange &l

+‘was anook in the library.
d here all by|an

g stretoh of the rail- | self

sy roving dbpet. a1 vodl
-%ww&%m
use of | he could sobn

track that would Bave warned thom!
There was n¢ hope that he could possi-
bly dr-ﬁhlnuﬂ that distance; oven if
he could have borme tho tortire of
dragging his broken Nmb after him,
his strength would mot have held out,
and thon, too, the time would' have

g & word to stay it?
In less than an now the train
would come thu g, his

him for the last time, and then—. But

the thought of the als sent an idea
throu Tom's b that took his
brea lwali.m Perhaps he could signal
with the p, and make his father

understand the danger, He put the
lsmp in the window and waited. It
was the only chence, and as the slow
minutes dra, themselves aWAY,
and each one shortoned the boy's
agony of suspense, .rrhl.pn you can
fum how his whole heart went up in
ervent prayer that his father would
understand. [

! At ll“::;tlem mmblac;lnthmugh t::lo
unnel, coming out into open air
swept around the curve, its headlight
gleaming like a baleful eye. The en-
gineer was ruunh:ggtnt now to make
up for a delay at the station they had
just passed. He glanced up into the
darkness that shronded ‘the mountain
to see his boy's signali Presently it
flashed out, then instead of waving
backward tnd forwanrd It was saddenly
obscured, then it gloamed ont n.
Something, the father never knew
what, made him connect the sudden
fisshes with the lMttle sloctrio Instru-
ment. He watohed eagerly. Yes, he
was right, the bog waos trying to tell
him somcthing. He slackened tho speed
of the train, and spelled the latters ono
after another.

*'D-a-n-g-e-r—G-o-r-g-o!"

That was all, but he understood, and
under the hand of its muster the train
cameé to a sudden standstill. Not s
moment too soon, for when the train
hands ran forward with lanterns they
found the fallen tree not six feet from
the engine.

It would have been a torrible soci-
dent beyond a doubt, and as the
unﬁen learned the eause of the do-
tention while the men wero oclearing
the track, they shuddered .at the
thought of the terrible peril they had
escaped. A purse wus made up for
Tom, when they learned how the en-
fihn“r had been warned by the boy in

at lonely cottage on the ledge.

When Tom saw the train stop and
knew that his father had underatood,
he did something that, boylike, he was
very much ashamed of afterward, He
fainted, *‘just like a silly girl,'" as he
contemptuously expre it. The
strain had been a terrible one, and the
Joy was too much for him, enfeebled
a8 he was by his confinement,

When Tom was well again he ap-
plied for the post of “‘{:ﬁﬂgh opera-
tor, and to his great gx he was
pronounced competent for the position,
and now his father and himselt live in
a Kmttv little cottage nenr the station,
which Tom purchased with the thank-
offering of the passengers. He never
sends 8 messa, cllekh‘lg over the
wires, without shinking of the night
‘;Pu?. he saved the train.— Christian aé

or.

An Interesting Sight.

Who has not seen and watched the
“daddy long-legs," or, as the insect is
sometimes .called,  the “‘grand-daddy
long-legs?"' 1t is & spider of the pedi-
palpl tribe; The tribe is s0 onlled be-
cause the palps or feelers end in olaws,
like the feet of some other insects.
Once. Prof. Lockwood made friends
with a daddy long-legs.

“My visitor's domieile," ’.I;‘?u aays,
sha body was exsctly a quart:r‘z
hiln length, and an elghth wide
8t ita thiokest part. Of Its eight legs
each one in the shortest palr measu
an inch and five-eighths, and in the
longest pair the measurement exceeded
three inches, a considerable spread for
so little timber.

*There was quits a good understand-
Ing between us. It would allow me
to touch the long, thread-like legs with
my pen, and even to lift one up above
the others, and  the .,3““' thing would
keep the limb ralsed for several min-
utes, procisuly as I wonld leave it."

Then it would stand on Prof. Lock-
wood's book and seratoh its legs. It
would put a leg up into the hook at
the end of ita feeler, and then would
draw . the leg through, and whenever
the leg would leaye the hook it would
give a little crack like a whi

One of Dickens' characteras was Ca
tain Cuttle, who had an fron hook

lace of a right hand. Now, fanc

ptain Cuttle drawing a whip throu
his iren claw, and you have an idea of
the way daddy long-logs tickled him-
“I am sure," writes Prof. Lockwood,
iy ot Y e
] o me
dghm very lnﬁmung.&o—'-%
m . .
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A Remarkable Picnic.

A Berlly correspondent thus de-

soribes 8 ¢urlous picnic which he wite
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